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Today is Saturday, July 4, 1998, and I'm in my office, in the professional building
adjoining University Hospital, Augusta, Georgia. My partner, Dr. Fadel, is in England at
a conference until Sunday the 6th, and it's my day to stay in house (i.e. in the hospital)
supervising the residents. So here | am, typing away on my Pentium 90, using
WordPerfect 6.0. This typeface is Arial, if you're interested, and the title above is
Ribbon 131.

Supervising the residents, for what it's worth, involves working with the 2nd and
3rd year OB resident doctors, who also have to stay in the house. | have to be present
at all deliveries and surgeries, and answer any questions they have. Right now there
are no staff patients in labor, and no cases pending in the O.R., so nothing much is
going on. | rounded on my 3 patients, who all seem to be relatively stable.

Kyle, Cathryn, and Cassie are in Seneca, S.C., at my mother-in-law's lake
house, with Kyle's 3 sisters, and miscellaneous brothers-in-law, nieces, and one
nephew. They're probably riding on waverunners and the boat, and fishing, and doing
other boring things without me. Sniff.

Chris, on the other hand, is another story. On Thursday, the 25th, | got a call
from his best friend's mother, where he was supposedly living, panicked that 2 men in a
truck had pulled up, and announced that they were there to move Chris "home". Then
Chris and the step-monster pulled up, so | asked her to put Chris on the phone. He
told me that his step-mother had invited him to move back in, and she'll finance his
college education, and give him his car back, and that's what will make him happy.
"Woa," | said, "l must have totally misundersood your relationship with Karen, | thought
you hated her, I'm really confused." Evidently | only heard about the bad times, he
really likes her after all. Plus this way he'll be closer to his girlfriend (and she won't
have to bitch at him all the time about coming to Aiken and leaving her languishing in
Conyers). | made it clear to Chris that | strongly objected to this move, that | felt he was
making a huge mistake, and that if he did this, there would be no more money from me.
He didn't care, not even when | told him how much this hurt me.

When he came over Saturday to return my car, with grandmother in tow in his
1997 Mustang, there was a big scene with Kyle yelling and cussing at both of them,
and escorting the grandmother off our property. So Chris took his new computer that
we had given him for graduation, and what clothes he had, and CD's that previously he

1


mailto:e-mailjdlarson@bellsouth.net




And now, for something completely different.....

Here's something I've been working on that you might find
interesting. Kyle's mother has been giving me a calendar every
year, that consists of a plexiglas stand that's re-used every
yvear, with 12 5X7 cards that you insert and change every month.
When I was little, I remember my grandmother bragging that she
only had a certain number of calendars, and she reused them over

and over. So the cheapskate in me started wondering how many of
these calendars I would need fto have until I didn't need to buy
any more.

When you think about 1t, there are only 14 calendars:
January 1lst in a non-leap year can fall on a Monday, or a
Tuesday, etc., all 7 days of the week; and then likewise with the
7 leap years. Broken down further, there will be 14 Februaries
(non-leap Monday-Sunday, and then leap Monday-Sunday), and 7 each
of all the other months. So these are the calendars I have so
far:

19%96: leap year, January lst Monday

1987: non leap year, January lst Wednesday

1898: non leap year, January lst Thursday
Since 365 is evenly divisible by 7, if January 1st falls on a
Monday one vyear, it will fall on Tuesday the next year, unless
it's a leap year, in which case it will fall on Wednesday.

So here are the next few years, based on what day of the
week January 1lst falls on, and whether it's a leap vyear (L):
1999=F, 2000=Sat (L), 2001=M, 2002=Tu, 2003=W, .2004=Th(L),
2005=58at, 2006=Sun, 2007=M, 2008=Tu(L), 2009=Th, 2010=F,
2011=8at, 2012=Sun(L), 2013=Tu, 2014=W, 2015=Th, 2016=F(L),
2017=Sun, 2018=M, 2019=Tu, 2020=W(L).

I won't have all 14 calendars until 2020, when I'1ll finally
get a W(L). Incidentally, leap years are years divisible by 4,
exept years ending in 00 are exempt from being leap years unless
they are divisible by 200. As is 2000, but 1900 was not.

So if I want to buy 14 calendars, and no more, these are the
vears I will buy: 2001=M, 2002=Tu, 1997=W, 1998=Th, 1999=F,
2005=38at, 2006=Sun, 1996=M(L), 2008=Tu(L), 2020=W(L), 2004=Th (L},
2016=F (L), 2000=Sat (L), 2012=Sun{(L).

I wanted to come up with a formula by which T could tell
when a given calendar would be reused. At first, there didn't
seem to be any pattern, since years were repeated every 5, 6, or
11 years. Then I realized it mattered when the previous leap
year was. For a non-leap year, 1f it's one year after leap year
{for L + 1) [i.e. 1997 or 2001}, the next non-leap year same day
will be in 6 years, e.g. L + 1 --> Non-L = 6. So, since 1997 was
a Wednesday vyear, the next Wednesday year will be 1997 + 6, or









Weisskopf, svelte thing that she is, sigh. She introduced me to Charlotte Proctor, who didn't
remember me from my previous life. Kyle, Cathryn and I took in the art show, placed some bids,
and circulated the huckster room. Then it was time for the baby to eat and take a nap.

The hearts tournement was continuing full steam, and I met Gary Robe, along with
Corliss, Ben, and Isaac. Then we participated in the One Hour One Shot, and I met Liz and Jeff
Copeland, Suzanne Hughes, and re-met Steve Hughes (who also has not changed that I can tell!).
Wade Gilbreath remembered me with some prompting, as did John Guidry and George Wells.
Cruising through the con suite afterwards, I accused Gerry Page of not remembering me, but he
dissembled easily, throwing off reminiscences enough to convince me otherwise. Irvin Koch
recognized me, and we talked for a little while about Atlanta and the store, and my siblings, and
also briefly conversed with Penny Frierson.

Cathryn was watching the Star Wars films in the video room, and I scraped her out long
enough to join Kyle, the baby, and me for Shoney's for lunch. Chris had rejoined the Magic
players in the game room, and declined the offer of lunch. Then at 3:00 p.m., we joined the SFPA
party in progress in Liz and Jeff's room. Other faces I recognized included George Inzer, Joann
Montalbano, Stven Carlberg, Gary Brown, Dennis Dolbear. Afterwards, it was time to feed the
baby again, so back to the room. The maids had stripped the beds, and never come back to put
sheets back on them! Multiple phone calls failed to produce results. We stopped in at the
Chattacon party, right next door to us, which was winding down.

Dinner was the Klingon hot dogs in the con suite, which were actually quite good, with
sauerkraut. I talked to Michael Bishop a little; when I lived in Columbus, 1 was less than 30 miles
from where he lives in Pine Mountain, Georgia. By this time the Star Wars marathon was over,
and Cathryn rejoined us. Back in the room, I bathed the baby and got her ready for bed, and left
Kyle watching La Femme Nikita (dubbed in English) while Cathryn and I went to the art auction.

Neither of the pieces we had placed bids on were auctioned, which meant that no one had
tried to overbid us, and nothing else caught my fancy. After the auction, I went back to the room
and laid down, and realized how tired I was, so I sent Cathryn to the masquerade with a curfew,
and got ready for bed. Unfortunately, I missed the Rebel and Phoenix awards as well. but [
seriously needed the sleep. Especially since the baby woke up at 7 a.m.!

Sunday morning, we joined the NASFA breakfast in the con suite, then I went to the art
show and paid for the pieces, a print of fire lizards, and dragon hatchlings, from the Pern universe
by Anne McCaffrey. I also got two Harper blue wine glasses for Cathryn, for her personna,
Vanetin, the harper apprentice on Virtual Pern. Then I sat in on the SFC meeting, which was
quite interesting.... I wrote checks for SFC membership and also BeachCon membership, and
went back to the room to get Kyle and the baby. And then we checked out and left Birmingham,
and DSC was history for me. Hope the dead dog parties were good, but it was sure nice to be
home before dark!












Opposed her execution is that she was supposecﬂy "saved"; as such, she should recognize that she
did wrong, accept her earthly punishment, and peacefuﬂy go to meet her maker. She may have
been forgiven })y her Higher Power, but the other court here on earth still had to be answered. ...
totaHy agree on sell-stick stamps. Plus, they’re less likely to fall off, causing your mail to be
returned for more postage, which I really hate! ... Yes, it's hard for me to picture the high profile

executive types; although Kyle's dad was vice president of an international corporation.
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Souf'paw Number Seven, Richard Brandt--I've been racking my brain for the name of that
restaurant; | only remember it was on the other
side of the mall from us, but relatively close to

the mall, same side of the expressway. Maybe if I heard the name I would remember.

Stomp Your Hat Like Uncle Ned #1, George Wells-- (?) I don't understand your title.
I agree with you about Uma
Thurmond being funny looking. Her
looks were appropriate in Les Miserables. I'm not planning to see The Avengers.

Tennessee Trash #33, Gary Robe--The T-ball game sounds wonderful. It makes you
appreciate just how many skills are involved in playing
baseball; like knowing which order to run the bases.

ct Guy: The two month delay before I have to reply to the previous ma1hng is great for me; ['m

not very soocl with rap1d reparte. | could never be a lawyer

Oblio no. 116, Gary Brown--I actually bought a teenie beanie baby (bones, the dog), and gave
it to Cassie. She seems to enjoy chewing onit. ... ct me: [am
constantly amazed at how alert most newborns are.

Guilty Pleasures, Eve Ackerman--Your first speeding ticket? Wow, I got my first ticket
about 6 months after I got my license. Then I got
the 2nd one 10 years later. Since then, I've had 5 more. 1
keep telling myself, if T want to live a long life, I really need to slow down. I actually am grateful
every time I get a ticket; it does make me slow down, and | figure that probably adds a few years
to my life!

Read and enjoyed, everyone else; I really need to wrap this up!
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